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big orange that Hannah had given
hj--

i, when - mamma, "giring hiw mt
-

.kiMt18 ald:"-" ' -
.. j) sir little brave boy,' wul you Sot--

fr5iro m, mma for all the soVrow of this
afternoon . , . "ji'-iL'"-

ru De ",8 eve;i anThen he
at her-- yvoP' ;Ped
cheek, and sa ' -

-u- rnn-thodii too. --will forgive: me?A METAPHYSICAL DILEMMA.
A learned Professor, once makincr n speech

Vr? .evJr nf .vounirsters. attempted to teach
nqw., thiny --ia be mended and mended

a jf )t9 Pr m'ti ve parts none remain,
. be the s:ime thinjf as before.

Then one 6f his hon-f- ul disciples arose
--And said: " uy yoUr leave. Sir, I rise to pro--

.- - -- Won for once la my life.
ulJ,l'1,ilue jack-knif- e; it had but one

bind
'.The Made 'was soon lost, but another was

mad";
Jjay tell, was It still the same knife?"

The Professor declared his assent: and the..youth, .

rWJtK th air of tm amateur seeking the truth.And now hol.lir.sr a knife up to view,
JResanied: "Hext the handle was lost; but

bd it replaced by another as stron?,rrayt ia thw the okl knife, or a new.''
It is still the same weapon; the truth is

-- uiUite clear.' ... ... .-- iotlj- the doctor; but young1 Academicua
here

Another like weapon disclosed:-- " ' '
It is mad of the old blade and handle,quoth be. m a-- s..:--"Pray, tell u Professor, whab knife thismay be?"

fVB plain the Professor was posod ! v

i ! v JWm Yeoman?
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Ihm Lest in a Strdggfa for a Name.

IE ,f "I BY MRS. R B. EDSOX.

CHAPTER IL Costisced.
. don't know his name, but I know

Ami. " llis eyes are so queer just the
ntolflfof lily bronze slippers, with bits of

yellow in them sometimes there was
-- whew he saw my mamma. I know
"'twssthim-o- n the beach, because: he
wcntJn t, ami wasn't in the ves-
sel after it was so dreadful."

Ben Anderson remembered the odd
color of Mr. DeVries' eyes, and asked
ifhat was the 'name; but she did not
JAf,anU the subject was dropped.

In the quiet country burying ground
'there was a new made grave, and na-tur-e,

who is the tender mother of us all.
took the fair stranger gently to her
btiaOin, and her pitying hand-maiden- s,

ttae torches and walnuts, dropped their
.soft train of gold over her pulseless
breast.' v , : -

. . .. .

There was little definite the child
could tell oH her history., They had
lived in France, always, as far as she

remember, but her mother was
not "'French. They had boarded with

an joltLwcinan whom everybody called
-- "Madame." Once, a long time ago, a
handsome, dark man used to com andt stayXlays and days with them, and then

" they were'all so very, very happy! Her
another used to play on the guitar, and
sing, O, such jjavcly, songs, and some-
times sang with, her; and she was so.
bright and pretty when he was there!
fiujt onofterrible day there came a letter
to hjrnarnma, and she just dropped

'v. .down on the floor, and she never
opened her eyes or spoke all that day,
but the day after she told her that her

.f irlaP! he dark, handsome gentleman,
was dead drowned in crossing a chan-nelshwasu-

was a channel, she
hialwaysrcinrmbered that.. After
that her "mother never talked . of him

,r.?OT, but,she cried sometimes, and
Iwa,y3 when --she received a letter,

which she did once; in. a Iqng time. She
had one just before they came away,

. and it mftdyher, grow white and scared-looklbgJWUtijJ-

next day she told her
they were coming to America to live,
.And then they came away from Mad-,OJUne- '$

andaid - few days in a
strange, lonesome place, all alone but

- - for-tnDld- 1- colored - man; - and then
one dark night they came on board
the Le Uriui .This jras all she could
tell having any direct bearing on the
story of her life.

ffvr. Once, jfwlve years before, a little
u6nyxh:jire$l girlhad. brightened for

X 4en-thor- t, sweet Month the home of the
Andersons. But one soft June day,
"when the heavens drooj cd low over the
earth,' she slipped softly back to her na-
tive skies." since there had been
a little vacant niche in Mvra Ander- -

i? heart, Into this sacred place, he

wish yon had never taken me off that
terrible rock; V" and the pent-u- p torrent
broke forth again with renewed fury.
.

'" lint she yielded' to hip caresses after
a while and grew still again, but there
wa3!ia resolute look on the flushed,
tear-stain- ed face that she lifted to his.

If I live to be a woman IIH -- hrWd a
name, you just see if I don't!" she said,
with a fierce little gesture.

a To be sure you wilL''-- hVah'swered,
with a langh, "you will get married.
It don't make any difference,to, a,, girl

' ir ' ' Jabout name."
I'll never be married till I have a

name my own name, I mean never L''
she cried, passionately.

"But you cannot know that, andi
what odds would it make if you did"

"I tell you I will know," she cried,
stamping her foot. "I guess Madame
will know, and I shall go and . see her
when I get big enough.

- 'And leave me? Then you don't
love me aoy great .deal, I guess," he
said, with an offended air.

Yes I do, Ralph, a great deal,' she
said, with odd gravity, " but I won't be
a 'nameless pauper' that's what that
Benson girl 'called me even for you,
and 1 do.jQve.youRa.lph, and I shall
never love anybody else one-ha- lf as
well," and the 'bright little face nestled
down oh his shoulder, and with per-
haps a faint "prescience of the future,
he put his arm about her and drew her
to hi3 bosom in'a little convulsive clasp.
" ' chapter' nr

It was sometime early "in February;
that Ben Anderson came home one morn--:
ing and tossed alerter into his wife'slap.

"A - letter from Tom, I reckon,
though it isn't his writing," ho said,
holding it up to the light as he gave it
to her. ' . ; r - .

"It's a woman's writing it can't be
Tom has married, again," "she said,'
turning the letter over, and; holding it
up to the light as her husband had
done.

'S'posen .you open it and see, Mis
Anderson," chimed in a jovial voice;
"it would be just like the reckless

"critter." r
Nobody can call you reckless in that

way, Ned," responded Andcison laugh-
ing. " Come in, Bradlee."

"Wall, no, not very. I'll allow,
neighbor, ha, ha? I shouldn't wonder,
though, if I had married Mis Anderson,
here, if you had only kept away," jie
said with a laugh and a wink at Mrs.
Anderson. ... - '' '

"I don' t believe you would marry the
Queen, Ned," she replied, quickly, col-

oring a little. ;t

"Ao, I don't think I would; and good
reason, too! The fact is I'm a little shy
o this noose a feller can't get out nigh
so easy as he can in! I like the women
first rate, but this matrimony business
it alius seemed to me that there was
some sort of a catch in it."

"Somebody will catch you some day,
I hope, Ned," Anderson responded,
laughing, and then seeing that his wife
had opened the letter he added, " and
now we'll hear about Tom."

Mrs. Anderson unfolded the letter,
and as she did so, a dainty little note of
gilt-edge- d paper dropped into her lap.
She took it up and read, with a pleased
smile, Ralph Anderson, Esq."

"It is from your cousin Blanche,"
she said, handing it to Ralph. " Why,
how beautiful she writes! I suppose
Tom will give her a fine education!" a
faint touch of pride in her tone.

" Won't you take "my seat, 'Squiref
Ned said, rising and bowing to Ralph.

The boy's face Hushed, but he laughed
as if he enjoyed the sport he knew Brad-
lee was making of him, instead of feel-
ing vexed and angry that .his .mother
should have read it, or Blanche written
it, for he knew Ned Bradlee well enough
to know that this was by no means the
last he should fcear-o- his: new title.
And yet, as he took the pretty littte
note.'the first letter he had ever had
from a girl, something under his left
breast broke into a tumultuous flutter,
and kept it up so that he read one long
page clear through without knowing a
word that was in it.
" In the meantime Mrs.- - Anderson had
run through her brothers letter, and
looked up with a little eager expression
on her face.

"Tom wants us to come out West
this spring, Ben.'Vhe said, folding the
letter very carefully, and looking down.

"O, 3"es, he always writes that. He's
not married?"

"No, it was Blanche who wrote the
address. She is quite a young lady
fourteen in May and presides v over
household affairs like a woman. Tom
says. Don t you remember what a pret-
ty child she was when ' they moved
away?"

I believe so yes. But read the let-
ter. Ned would like to hear it, and
there's nothing private in it, I don't sup-
pose ?"

r O, no; it is mostly about this place
"he wants us to have," and unfolding the
letter, she read:

1(111

iUn& tlr

Lott aBd 'ibow

Tctldv-bo- v bv the "window stands
Watehinjfthe leaves as they !orniwari fan,'

Wb&W'tne.Bnadrnir.tHttt trather so last,.
, And hearing- the birds to tfc-ji- children call:
What i my little boy tbinking cOoat, ;s t ; ;

StandinKS( sitently thpro? ,

And "why thW9 tears fn tretfy Hoe eyes? '
And.ttjtruimoihisXoiheadaofalr

feddy is trjiffr.Trbaj. to or.et.
Thpt A tictv hbnnw. of. nd iust nis iz.Ifhi heeta? vferv naMsfhty.1 bo ' much so, indeedV '

j Jnat tjliipy's aaniia ha t.-ar-s in er,

But:Ttii can't firwtrtho'. estries veryr hard.,, .
Aucl hQ,tbink bis mamraa mipht speak.

An. I iPfi'e n ttrettida't rrer Hark so 8eon

in? lJcljtov?tfliirfs.to their children call, ,,
But no one calls " Tedffy. come" here,' my

pet!" .isn ''And mother's kisses and twilight song
Are (rood thinsrs Teddy can newer'forBfeti

But kisses and sonira ai-e-
, foj- - good little boys,

Teddy mtlSt gd Wrtridnti '

fJile?3:bTis ewrry aadj saysfpM-thp- , 'j.r-j- ; .j
ilaninui will forgive him, no doubt.

W villi Unti ,fi. tHJl v.tUlni ! Ov! T't

jfPovaynir.of oheelts tuVsh,in9 red. ;
And presently "Teddy iiSorryt" sobs' he, ',i!
.'Ana tnotner's broast pillows a srcjdenjhewi,
"hen fast fali the kies on cheek and on
T 'blW.'i "v.T(!i! ' i : iiV.iiVd
,rvUido,'lt is twiJIpht,youknowy;, . . ,

fet'tcPTeddy aiid jnamina the sansnittehas

the warmth of a noonday a irlow.

"I'll just go down by "thei-'dake-
;

rna'tHtna; and wait until you areroady."
liiitv liQUo,;firememheB ,j'pu,iare

jixessed 3 in ijwbite, .( and. ,it , soils .yerv
sasily i don't go wliere you will get any

iJiIowoA't;Jtoamma,M'll .be evqr so

: Thift wast h alk Xhy, jtiatl as Rollp,
his uewest white suif, ' and brllliarit

Ve'd stockings ahd fresh sailorliat,! kissed
hi3 Hhtid to hH mother- - attd tripped out
of I the gate.. .4 Ten miautes ore ad
Jte.eKppcted tp, be off; to, Lb.e park, to h.ejir
,the lovely' music, and see the swans and

' ,;l'thehibhkW'
It w'rfs' less than ttm ;mratttet whpff he

'jjame baick; . nei shoe odii onoilelak6,tic
gone.ihis br'ght red stockings tor,n and
hantriner. himself covered froni nead to
foot fith mud : IIo w, couTd a boy have
aane scr mncn miscmei so
sbxrt a time? If Onlv, ltollo had had .a

but alai'f6'r,-hlmv.c'.i- t morfe he'edW s Roy
ifevet liVtM than ' this ' satme Kollo.

tilf,1 'JthiIiwas' wOie-'tW- a4, usiialfA so
much Jsvotse? that? the imqtlwr decittcti.on
the instant fJiath mqsj, have, a. stjypre
i

s J 1 f i ft. t r . it II
'., Itono, sue saiu, in uercoiuesi ioni-.-t

i navener pui yotweveryteavi porei
then ,yitt may gQitp .iiMy-pqi- ;nd stay!

, "But, mamma," said Bono, hjs Tacd
in a'Anve'i"Kii 'fipstrembling so klkitiq
cduW!hal'dlv''STH)'ak. f-- eilJ wiiii
tMiBut 4ua 'passed iinl'i,oui stairs
.FitboHt. wprfl.,.,,,. Y,!f,,,,ia vdt b.-if- '

, Ile (CaUed alter her:, J . . . . ,
amnSC'-'O- ' manima!' Won't 611

please'Vb'lis'teii to mc?' W.'.uhk) i ;

5 Tbei.lle"sakl:v!o to
1 1 i Bo llo, yout jy av , fAQYj jUi e.j irpmedif

woru. -

In' few" mtrititcs' fctter thai the eari

rivftAe'siJandiitook jip. Helen, and her
mother 4henQn. yie, park,,jrf,? .

,,yqujicedu,t suppose Rollo's mother
.enjoyed i?.'J She "seemed1 to cure hoth-Iri- sr

foi-'rh'- e YMrk;:she hardly danced at
the swan ;tand ndidetnofd eo i :near;i

.monkeys hi AUf ,thes.tu she, .rnissed. a
iiaj)py utief.a;t auu. ,jgci iuicb hum.
she ha'd expevifki t6lilhaV6 Wftli 'fier.
'Sliss'rleleri Merrivale7wSs another! did-- .
'appointed ohe.'' Had riot she nndiilolio
ulanneti tPether this ride to the iBank P.,

: Now. all sheeould learn from his moth
er vas thatRollo was detained at the

mmute.1 She- - did ndt Slhtind toll(
bov. seemed to groWnaore careJess, every

L dayi anyhow she i'elt tjiatshb must .slutt
ner ears to, nts picnui iiiiie ejfpiauaLioit!,-whic-

would' amount to ridtliih 'store--
'than' btf "dftlh' t mean it at 'all, and was J

.'s sorryJ '. yn oi . t-- a

i rXhejnotber.,believed that, she had
I don right; .nevertheless she was lonely

anu sao. lney camenome earner man
they had' intended. ' As ' they passed;
Mrs.'- - Sullivan s pretty- - cottage1 she . was
standing , at jithes gate,: with, Mamie in
her arms,. andjOUsJi came to speak to"

1 'item,-. '.-

"You' haveiit't the dear little fellow
with voct,' 'she said,' eagerly,' her lips
trembling.; ;iMI fwanted l ! to kiss him,,

: the Uarlinsc brave. ,tiov,w O.Mrs,, (a ray;
,I hoEe.,and trust; that f,HUdid 'pot. geC7

irtn anVwaV t.

"Who?"' said Mrs. Gray, wondcrlng-ly- .
1 " Al y- Bsllo? sOh, ho, ha isn't hurt.

Why?, Didyou her an accident?','
Didn't he tell ypu? Didn't anybody1

tell vou? Why, Mis. SrayV ifft' hadn't
bedrii'forVour rrats litllei Bollb I shiv.
er and grow" cold nllbverlwhenil tynk,1

. where v. mv. bab-v- i woukL ibe now-l- r She i

oiimiri into Ahe Wt: ..it was, locked 'T
"'l,.. T4ulJ ..ifiiv'
anil she !ostfJ h"el,bla4hbi,nHiJlted4?.rkmneQ

'hAra"n!-stbth- lak " Bolio sawder, j
f.vouisditUerUo,vh(-wns-thei.onhr.on-

arpMnd;-ivJ- .

'ax,i t4.Ai',Jf.i,iivtt.4M!AiT1A;ifihf.'l

little-ma- n had.sen-e.eijoiis- h, to .unhut- - i

ton Ws bhoo and kavait Sticking fliere. !

anTl wade out after'abv: saedl
mi Tm" sure I ' don't "know howi but
he tngSlir oub.andUaid vhocn the-- l

bank; aU unconscUms, you know,,
. ,i. 1, ci ,ii w :

;1i '" b'.W' nriri- - n !TWt. !

'sitlv
L'oV?

saidr 'Mrsi' Crayi "drive
home as fast as possible." 1

TTy tl, nnc tlip ron rrtvo tha n;

the nyingjLandscape with a faint feelinir
!of home-sickness-ial- heart, for the
parting from tile fold homa had been
very hard at the last. Only the thought
that, it jwould be, .better. for, thQm,.and
that it would keep- - Ralph away, rqna.
the sea. kept np her courage. ''' She kiiew'
by Iter hasBaBd'"s .raw faee'thatrit had
been 'a hard struggle f--r .iim to sunder
thejteaf Wliicliipearly .fifty . yeaTS. jof
comiaiyonship , ld, cejnejited

r
Brad-lee- 's

spirits were invaluaDlei anu'rough
as Wfi'siemfetr, ' tie"har aHfHiKate'ficurty
of turnmg their hcAhhtap"froirf
unhappy regrets to pleasant anticipa-
tions of, 14Jek1agQTbyJtU6ntin3e
theysteamedj tin. reQheauJ(ful .etroit
River to the cHy.tftcy were a very liap;'
py, hopeful company. It was jusf wm-set- ,'

and the crimson' gloWfe!!1 over? itie
limpid ; watef1, and x.touched'-the'- I whifti
walls and spires of the city with' aSaoffctj
auroral flush. ,. , Nqwlu?re, si naJl.; tjj,e, sft
air or, radiant sky, was , tb.ere & hint
the 'dark cloud lowering upon thetif , ',

There they stopped ovdr''ntgt,"t6
sume their journey 6h thefollowing iiay.
The hotel 'Was ierowded twittiri tpbbpLevt
travelers awaiting transportation ta tlifu
ferent,! directions. v,Mrt,vnders9nnd
Bradley, rose .befiore' ,supris,tto flae,,$look 'round' the toWp. VCbmiiig 'ujp,',4
street on their way 'nbmeV theysav a
man' and Httre girl passthe cbrhor' of Ihe
street some 'distance ahead,fnd Idisap-pe- ar

down a side street wokiv-TM- . Jb
l , 't;WelL .if ., tha Ifl'r .me, tjiuk
.of Humming-pirdj'-J ,.' 6ratyeej

his pet1 name' tor ' Viola, uein!g- ;., t dw:tthat.
" Oh! Tdidn't notiee,!' hiseonTpahfon

replied; carelesslyi' . ; They wal kddt abb ub
a while longer anjlhthen'went up V.tha
iotel.v Mr, Anderson lookod in tJe. par

ilor,,',but his vifejwas' 'not (tliere and he

JL Was JllSb L.UIlllIlg UUWU, 5I1U SllIU,
a4 he'Operied'the door, I had! to cofnb
toiy hair, and then I thought J.'d'. make
the bed; I had time enough V ; 'A o

" I don' t believe folks, do , it Myra,
but thev can tear 'it to piece if they
don't' like it, so there's no harm' done,
But where is' Viola?" ' ' " "

"1'tet her go downj she was i so' wild
I couldn't keep her here. Ls never saw
such a.hild! .When We get settled we
must govern her a little , more;. thaS.i8
all she needs to make her perfect. , Ivc
got a lil'rie plo' in my head," laiighingla
little: " t arn sroihir 'to train her wV foi
a daughter-in'-law- . ' She thinhas evflry-- !
thins oit Kalph..r i ' - l ls '--r .i mn

This: she said very conf3den.t!ialyi .as:
they went, down f into, the parlor,, and j

len Anderson smuea at ner prema-
ture matchmaking." ag he called it." Dta
did riot look at all displeased "with f:fnei
plan. The truth was-- , lie had!J thftrfgh't j

of it lnmselE more than nn'eej bukboihg;
a man,iOf looursehe dKltt't'Ssy.so.i-iM'i'a- .
Antlerson dqoked , through tho,r jparlftv,
but Viola was not there,,, Sjhgjwentout
to the piazza; .there, were Javo or three
children there, but '"rib' Viola, ",;$hel
called to' hef husband and W'huri'itfd
search 'ht' once instituted,'" but,:
though the house, large al "itiWasV wa
gone over twice, no . trace of,;!;thej girl
could be found. .Ralph was, , awakened
bj'liis mother, and joined in he. search,
but to no availViola was not in. the
house!

' A young man who woiked in the sta--'

bles had seen a child going Totvtt tha:
street with a man,; and though he'didnH
think of it: at the time any thing
stranfre.. lie believed the child ran down
the steps from the house; but she. seemed
to jro willingly; the man clul not toucli
lie i, as ue uuuni auu. ,

TO BE COXTIXUED.J
';n;.. ' ' "i'i

How the German. ,Boy lsSciioIe.,' ;
I

From the hour of ;hls "

oirth':''fmf iI he
has reached the mature-ag- e of isypars
he is under the constant, supervision of
his parents . or jiis nurse.. : je';'plays"' afe.
children play all the world oyer, fcut'his
games and pastimes are not ' rough.
Erom the moment his sensitive-min- is
capable of being trained he learns obe-- j
lience and politeness. . He. is not four

years old ere he will bid . a vstfanger
good-la- y or his
little hat and making his little, lipwat
the same.time. Between four, and, sikj
he is allowed to mingle frec;ly' with tin
children' of 'the neighborhood? 'bnt'-hi-

play --ground is always circumscribed ac-
cording to the size of the garden in the
rear of the block. At six the law com--
pels his parents to send, him to school.-- .

From that t.me on he Ss a person d,
some responsibility,; for his ' lessons
must not be neglected trhder any cir-
cumstances, tmless his health proves1
him to be unequal to' the tasksi iHis
school hours for. th, first. year are-no- t

long, but , he ; must be, in his .plane
promptly at. eight o'clock in the', incli-
ning, remaining until ten, and at
o'clock in the afternoon, remaining iinYO

2:30.. Then he brings home his les'sbW
for the morrow, which, with the--

as-- ,

sistance of his parents, he must, be pre-
pared to answer for on the next day.
The second year of , his school-lif- e is. 'a
little more severe.,, , The schools. , open s

at six in the summer and seven 'in the,
winter, and long before chT'dr'en of
his fire are awakened in America,"" the
streeis are full of little" ones hurraing to'
the different schools. This eaTly) cfs$s
is dismissed at eight 'and nineiO? clock,,
and the children are then,, expected to,
assist their, mothers, or, as' is .more
frequently the case, from ten years of
age, upward, they go to"' the.'. 'great
factories or work-sho- ps where' they aro

M.9 I ,1 1A J ! Iapprenuceu. anu R--a u ui.- auuu,
the school hours are fixed thus early m
order that the childien may not only re-

ceive an education but also, learn how
to make a living and help their parents
to keep; the wolf, from the. tdopr..
Chemnitz Cor. Chicago jscws.

They, have, a way of trading out
West which is very refreshing to a man
who s accustomed to' the old fashioned
methods of the East. "That sheet is;
worth at least five- dollars."- ' No,, sir;
it is only worth three." "I say it is
worth live." "And I say it isn't."
The seller at this juncture drew a navy
revolver, quietly cocked it, and point-
ing it at the head of the purchaser, con-
tinued in tones of persuasive blandish-
ment: "I tell you that sheet is worth
five dollars." The purchaser replied
with alacrity: "Well, yes. at least five
dollars, and possibly more." AT. Y.

Herald. , 7 :

A geologist predicts that Montana
will become the greatest coal-produci- ng

State in the Union. j

ones slept, ' atfd ' no other? land, be it
ever so rich or ' fair,' could ; be to .him
what this bleak New England coast was. '

- .There was little !said abput' the Jroj'
posed change before' RalJi,'iit', YjQjrt,.
but Ralph knew that . fWheirig

by ..his. father,-an- d he
told.Viola, privately, that hei" hoped
theyr should go,' for 'he 'Was sure Iris
cousin Blanche was the mostVbeautif ul,
and the nicest girl in' the worfcfandlie
guessed shetknew a. great deal Dy" the
way she wrotej and she was so anxious
he should come, foot" lrrJ rpV

don't'wantgoMI drift Want
to see her, and 1 don't like her!" broke
in. Viola,' impetuou&lr's!' ' w ?

"Well, whiit nb' Wildnrer'-- ' rhe
asked,, opening wide.his eyes, in fenr-pris- e.

"Mother .saysBlancne, will, be
an accomplished" lady by andjiy ; and
she is rich, and pretty", arid I should like
to khow why you should say sric'h spite-
ful things of .her when y6u . Ppver, 6aw
her," he said, in an injured tone. kjokirig
down verv severelyat the little flushed
face and quivering l?ps.- - i '",ntu M'

I ' "I don't .never Want to see-her,- ' and
I'm going back. to Madanier.'2'ni not
rich, nor nice, nor beautiful; andi don't
know a great deal either, and you won't
love me apy at U 'hen 011 see her"
and t lie msslonate Voice fp-e- Suddenly
trenuilous, and the little hosom rps.e and
fell vith drv,' suppressed sob: '

"O, that's it, is it???' he; laughed, a
KtUe pleased glow flashing into the boy-
ish face A It was rather nlcH to harto two
jrlrlsTlke him! But "with Trite mascnlirid
tact i$ savv that . it , youk neyer. to
let her knov that he thought so.' So,
with ; a '. nonehalancQ that: would hay?
done credit to a much older head, he
exclaimed:

Nonsense! why-she- 's my-- cousin,
and a fellow is expected to think a good'
deal of his cousin especially if she is
nice and pretty, like Blanche. But 1'
shall love you all the same far.UiaVEt-tl- e

Wildfire. I don't believe she i3 any!
prettier than you; and anyway I;phall
love you best." -

; Always;? Ralph alwaysi, oo long as
you live?" she cried, eagerly, looking
up into his face with shining eyes.1 I

" Ahvays. as long as I lire," !he
smiling. ,' ' '

,
,r'1 ' ' '

But she did not smile; the small face
was preternaturally grave, and the great
black eyes had a dreamy, far away look
in them, as if some picture in the far-of-f

future sjiQue vaguely and dimly through
the long vista of years a picture shaded
and lined with some impalpable pain
fixing and holding her gaze. Possibly
the Angel .of Futurity leit for a moment j

the gate ajar, and the young eyes caught
a vision of the struggle and pain beyond

. That night, after Ben Anderson had
prayed as usual for.all classes and con-
ditions of men, that lie wpuld send His
Spirit, out after., them, and. snatch-- , as
many as possible from destruction and
eternal perdition," he added the follow-
ing petition;' ' ' "j' '

We ask, also, 0 Lord, that Thou
would' st go with us and bless us in the
new, as Thou hast in the old, home.
Keep our hearts pure before Thee, and
let no worldly gain or desire usurp Thy
place, but let the Spirit ' which kept our
lathers as they emerged from theit
homes go with us to the fair land of our
adoption, and keep us there,' as it did
them here." , 1 ' ' .

Then Ralph knew for the first time
that his father had decided to" go. The j

next day it was very generaliy noised J

about that "lien Aniterson was going
to sell out and go West." Everybody
talked about it, and some prophesied
he "would be back within a year, if he
wasn't too poor to get back." and oth-
ers again said that they wished they
were going, and applauded his

Among the latter was Ned Brad-
lee, who "always thought he should
like to see the big pastures they bragged
so much of." ', ;

" Why not go with us, Mr. Bradlee?"
said Ralph. .

"Wall, now; 'Squire, you've just hit
it! why not? You are a bright boy to
think of it,' for I'll be hanged if-- 1 ever
should." . ,', ", . :;';

"I wish, you would go Bradlee,". said
Anderson, earnestly '

" Yes, do, Ned; I should be so glad to
have you," Mrs. Anderson addkl,

' . ''' 'warmly.' ,

" You wpuld?. Lord! then I'll go. A
man o' my gallantry could never stand
out against a woman's wishes.no mat-
ter what they asked," he said, with a
jolly laugh. ..

"Not if they wished to many you?"
asked Ralph.

"Wall, perhaps not, 'Squire, if they
wrote me fine, wonderful letters on yal-ler-edg-ed

pap?r," he said, with ' comi-
cal gravity. "I think that woidd f,etch
most any feller that had any fcelin"
about him, don t you?" , , ,

Ralph colored to the temples with
sham e and an noyanee. Every body who
has been young knows with what a halo
of sacredness these " first " letters are
invested, and how it hurts and shocks
the young heart to have some rude hand
swoop down through the beautiful aure-
ole, and hold up to laughter ; and 'ridi-
cule the precious treasure. -- To this day
I feel a stir of indignation , whenever I
remember a certain afternoon ? when,
coming homo from school, 1 heard peal
after peal of ringing laughter issuing
from my bed-chamb- er, and. upon com-
ing upon the scene discovered my. two
"grown" sisters, sitting on the floor
before an open bureau drawer my
drawer, it was one of "them holding in
her" hand.'" and reading," between her
bursts of Abominable jncrrimenVa little
note somebody had written me,mnW over
whih I had had some of the most deli-
cious little attacks of "palpitation of
the. heart" imaginable!'" I have never
forgiven tliem to this day! ; ; ,. $

Well, if 'wasall over. The nrettvl lit- -
hfle seaside farm, with its evergreen hlls,
and Hunt-D.oraere- a. proqk,., $nd. gray
led6s of rock, an4 shining Teaches of
shelly . sand, belonged to a stranger,.
tiow, 'The household gooclssimple.
homely things, which Mynvi Anderson
had sometimes despised for thcif poor-
ness and plainness took on 'a strange,
tender beauty, as oue after another she
had seen them knocked down under the
auctioneer's hammer, and at last she
turned, .away with a dull feeling of loss
and pain in her heart. More than we
think, these inanimate things in our
homes creep into our affections, and by
little memories and associations, link
the Lliss or pain of a dead day with the
living present. : -

"The cowslips were blotching with
vivid patches of gold the fresh green of
the brookside grasses, as -- Myra Ander--

You urjuiy uiuu twill, won v. .......n. M. IU UilLVt

-- owrnW; .yLf PA5!
had then? A3 tor a. "fhasn' t found tmotigjf yC't wo for RoUo,
though she keeps doing ,lce little things
all the thue.-l- 'Pansy, .n If ,

The Sled l that I Won thet .' Goldcii

'no v -- 'I Arrow-- ' ,.!t, r M

'Cmef cold day a lady looked from win-
dow down' to- - the-sidewa- and .she
saw there a little irl and sa little boy.
The girl had a broken sled, and on; the
sljd there was a Tpoarcl ' that 1 1 ell oft if
anybody touched ' it,' and'wottldn'tiqtay.'
oh nnlessit-wa- s neldi h.v, itw

? Well, the little girl held the . board
just right,, aad mado a quick. .iump" and'
gotou It, so that the boatct staid In
place; then 'she got onV and "told tho
boy to jump on.' '? v' fTii" 3 ?(- - -

He jumped. The board, tippedf. and.
the JitUe boy fell on tle sidewalk. . But
the little girl picked ' him' up," aiid
brushed oft the snow. "Then the lady
at the window slid up the sash,' and this
Is what she heard the girl say: f ,? ; , ,.

vi"Try it again,, Jo! .That was loo bad.,
lister is sorry. She will hold the board
tliis time.1' So the board was again put
on thd broken sled,' 'and held' until Jo
was safely on it. I.tu. m '; ;..(

4 fNowj sit still. Jo, and ril give you
a nicet sled-ride,- ". . said .the little girl.
And then sle 'picked up" tVe r6pe and
pulled. Uri' 'flew Jo's feet !anl bef lell
over1 backward; ;bnt he was not hurt
Tmictv and alter .another brushiug, the

irl -- said: ,'NoW. sit .with your feet, to
the back; you can't tumble on that way.'

But he aid. unly that time he leiionr
his face: " Next : he sat sidewise, 'With
TiiS feat hanging everpart of & .nuiner
ifil this,,way he, went) .siilely js, ta"T.,as?
across a Uttle room,, but then board an
boV once'riiore vipset-- ''

The good Sister fried adozen times td
rh"e'Jo a rider 'but"everv,:time. the Dldy
broksen shtfl tbcew hira rOftvl iMHH tlelit-tleigi- rl

was patient and kipd, and spoke
,,tnt,ly, and took good care of her little
brotiier. Aim that' wr nettcrior ujotft

Wilipm tliaV day'ttfian'-- a 'fitffrrtte'd'rid
would hhvfe been.: .For' when they.Wfnt

'A'Al-ayjth- e lady opened the window .wide,
.nd .seivt.a big boy to follow them and

li iLiiu 10 eunit-- iKitn. anu icii uei 1110
' i! ,vet! inv!!"- ":fv

the same-day- , 'she went
ht :jsl,, stron n AUd pretty

Lsjejdi .,ts name. waisi,';Gplden, Arrpw."
L, Ihen she wcjit herself 'td the hoilso
wnere tue mue girt uveu. nun asswi
Toi-'tf- fe little grf wbb hal boen"1rying
togive her little brother - a st)igh-rid- o

that moming.ijv j,,,. .,.,,,,r.,
, ' J.uliL! Julia" , called her mother. .
'llei-- e 5s a ladv," asking' for ydu.:,': '

"'V-iVli- a ran to 'tile gate.. ssj'; '''-- :

" Yon were tmng to draw! al littlo
boVu on . tho sidetwalk in . front ; ,of my

jiQUse.tnis morumg.;: VM Jaqy.
but, she , cbul4 not say another worn
flieh', f6r ' 'Julia was r frightened and,
said'5 Oh, ma' am,t 1 1 didn'tid didn't
mean' to do anything, naughty,!'., ; Then
she began, .to .cry, very haid, ; and ran

What Isot'maaTri, tbai mv child his
beeiiddrng?"' kske I Julia's mother.' i

'. i!"8he"1s a dood sifetenV Said iittk tJo.
A I TheLlady smiled:.',,f i(watched ,ber

hisinorning,',!,she sa'd, ",and 'she was
'so sweet anu patient that 1 wished ' to
make her a'present.'" And "at tny' hoOso
thei-- e is ft 'new sled 'or heiry if she will
.come 'and git it.'-- hi .c k. u!i u.) A-

Prettv soon. , Julia was at . the. lady s
.house,, with Jp and three .'other little
brothers, and the1 Golden ' ArfOw'
hrM five:ehildren happy many daysn
for' these, bhiXdren were real . children,
and,it all happened just like this story.

i;..in,,yhan, "Esquire . ;
!i "What is aa esquire?'' - This : ques-
tion ( ;is i now . agitating, t ,tbe generally
peaceful parish of Hampstead, and baa
arisen out of a controversy ' respect-
ing ' a' tramway '" extensibn' scheme-whic- h

threatens to interfere with' the
preud rprivilege Uampstpad has. hitherto
enjoyed, ;of .bejng inaccessible. .,to the
outer, world. ;lTie opponents 6f the
sbhetne' liaVe formed themselves 'info ' a
committee;' and' a" list.- - of their'! names
which-- has ben;pnblished includes those
of a large nunoer ,ol local tradesmeigi
butchers, grocers and . others who'ob-je-ct

to the proposed tramway 3 Against
each'of the1 names on 'the list appears
the aflnx of "esquire,' ' ; and ' th "s has
caused muoh excit ement and indigna-
tion among a number of the working
cla?sqs. who are iu favor of thetram-wa-y,

ah'd'who ur'go ihat the 'tradesmen
g themselves .esquires"' have

i, wniQiii- - they itiave
the sub, ect, from

.' published ih" the
n me Ditterness
ptctirig tho tram- -

of esquire is used .without disOrimma

reason wny-arorJiing- men. snoum noc

4lnVW'y?lf.jv. Ases
to s?-- " he a

ent dire otl'en-- e hi iJoIteri-drive-

wri-tirle- to stranarerKibv? address- -
ujing th letter .tO i'Irtforan vO.;) and

",- -
i .',il ,i t ;,'f .,.1; 'v.

....,;, Two Ne York jputb3 tred to kiss
a joiing girl, whose ' "letlow', jnter- -
fered. One of them struck hira,' when

wrong

's v foreany, Ahem i were aware, Viola
rept. Of course there was no more to

be said about givinwhej4ip to the town
authorities, as Mr. Anderson had at first
propsct t Yioia herself, ;woiild doubt-
less ffttte- mndWn-ter- y strenuous opposi--

jtjon to any such disposal of herself,
- ""and shehad not been in the farm-lous- e

mon, hefore , they - learned tliat
"er oppoehlon was gejeralTy a very-de- -

Jaded yjln . Tjtpfe was n o disguising
-- ,4ie facC-Vjo.twSi-

s a fiery, passionate
chiTd"; trnpcrtfmz-a-s a Qoean, and us wilU

"iut afidlaprt.fld. But 'he ,liad ,,with it
lt-- ft: wantr eehermW and uhselfisli

assumed a ittgllltYl fto
tterson,

papf1?? eVi
,of tfife control efsy res

Jieart, that demised fachoid Aod
i4 mearce? rAtifl ctrWardice.. r5alpn! from
--ciaQ tuonjojit jjhaJ. sprang; into the1

boafrlo ls3iaettQiithijlrrescueV hatl been
th whje?jf ryatest reverence and

1 'tfmbijC psioixffrshlp.-H- e - was
rbrasiad nnsA Ih7ind those two, traits

"N'ere'lteras'ldn.'f , Hrinothc1i'ad aU'
? wavaBeeii tinicln4 sensitive, and she
JjaiKw We thatAa;,Avast,why
she:ftf!T!3topTTan her--"
elf,nt''1f,E" shmiM-evrmk- e her

nfray oiidt indeed, thcro-seeme-
d lit--

", jje fear oTItr But perhaps pride was
the trait in her character- - it swasat

- least, the most ungovernable one. Ifot

Je' w U Vl.w
;aud(Vtecl hin-dhv- er might be his

corfditidnin life, were allowed this title.
At pres

' "My Dear SrsTEB: Tve sworn off a docir
timos about writinv to. you to come West, but
yon are aU the sister or brn'Jier either, for"
that matter I've frot, and we are frrowinjr ol.!
ray pi riband somehow it pets more lon-soiii-

the yours Hy iiMT. ennno pnn th-- re

"Hnl the Lorrt knows" I don't want to 1 but you
.and lien and thtjbOTcnrt oome her a.id b.it- -
t ;r yourselves by re.-- - 3 here's a risrht smart
fhiinci; h.-r- e n-r- to btiv one of the best farms
in Northern Illinois, .can pet it at a bararain,
as I hold a morrvnire on it which the follow
who lives on It will willinyly jeive up. It is

' only three or fotir mil from Kockfonl one
of the liveliest little citfes in the Northwe-ti

cll that bit of lanl and roek-wr- d, anl c rm
out where th, etirta has something bpsJSe skin
on its bones! ' You w.U bnoM by and bv. ai I
Bfn can't always work as fee dooa now; beside
there is the b y; nn-- i you owe it t him to jdvo
him a better start In the world than he can pet
from that place, unless there has been a
miracle wrourht on it since I left. Let me
know before the Hrstof March, and be eure
you conic. Blanche is mopt a woman, ani
tnnnapes the houe, and mr like a woman. he,
incloses a note to her cousin, which is. i pre-
sume, a very important document. From
loving brother, Tom AiwiotD."

" Wall! if I shouldn't ha' known thftf
letter anywhere," Bradlee exclaimed;

it is old Tom all over. Well, neigh
bor Ben. 11 s mv auvice1 mac1. you accent
the oiler; good n'ght," and he waikintv
hastily out, shrewdly divining that they
could talk it over more freely alone. .

Ben Anderson and his wife sat up
late that night discussing the thing pro
and con. lie saw that sue favored go-
ing he did not know that she always
had and for her sane, because her
brother was there, and for the sake of
his boy, whom he knew he could not
keep long if he staid where he was, he
said "perhaps it was best for them to
go." But, O, how in that hour his
heart clung to the old home! How
dear grew the thought of the wooded
hills, and the golden sands; and, O,
how infinitely dear the wooing voice of

Anu3 jejuimpz .mWM?,: corre--' respecia--liility.'- ft

r.ride ol.a;s3or looks, do 1 mean, but
pride ql JFfin, ann name anu

j as jmthing a8 natural as
TVSr hreath. anil oneaav. when she had
been there but a wJek; 'Ralph found her

r!i!?P?nanri.llowe.vy :ma"1 ent nis po- -
siiion in tus parisii. unaoio to iot)K 'ine

furiSiis Dull, and 'dasUef paslf the little fTetter-carriern- : the face when he meets
nuTfeCgWl to her'owitroom like a comet. mm tbe streeti at least withany.de-i- !- Where is Bollo?'-sh- e. said, breath- - I PeAO comfort,-,77- j. JqnieJ (fajctc.

Jyin with er4 lajp,buned m the cold.
. . sedga-gias- i in a paroxysm of

lage and tears, lie knek down and
-- csJayd toITUft herffacafo his bosom.

XfO av.jy ?! phe ?rjed, iiercely. " I
-- don't want to See you. I don't want to
seoi aovifiv: --ant.to- die , I'm only

iessl', to Itannah--J 'j

., : .V. We' a asleep now, ma'am. lie cried
as though his "heart .would breakand
was a long tinie getting 'comforted; but
lin'ally "I got' him dressed, and coaxed ; the screams of' the iirl v brought her
him to take a n-- and there's! been half ; mother to the door. ;

. 3.'ho. other .assail-tb- e
town here this atternpanjto inquired ant, who was blind.knoeked the mother

how he is." .., w , . itlown with a cane. jCotwith'sland ng
i She didn't believe in disturbing sleep-- j Ms excusfa that'hea Ing; his' fi'iend call-
ing boys, as a rule, but sho picked this ing for help, he thouglit he- - was being
one right out oi ;his bed and earned j beaten by roughs and struck out'blintt-him- ,

half Smothered with kisses, to her ' 1)'!, he had to gotOijajl with his friend
.ocking-chair- ,. .and sat down to laugh j for one, mout.hr, jThey will try, 4here- -

'.111(1 m' over liim.i.lTld.''' lrli him fnl,r i n'lor' tn rroi. 'n Inn rr wiffuS'nt lfis5nr th

a charity child a little pauper without
anynamc'"- - ' t r .

ni Viola,"
; he said, ' smoothing away the damp,

raven hair from the hot little lace,
and it makes me feel bad to hear you

talk so.'
Then I won't," she said, strug

gling to choke down the great sobs that
.shook her slisht frame. "But then

half awake he wa? at last, still grappin"' '
. know it's true, and Isaid so, and


